THE   GESTAPO   ON   MY  HEELS

The car took me to an Alpine pass which, Gregor
said, was very poorly guarded by the frontier police.
I had a letter addressed to one of the guides there, and I
had no difficulty in finding him. Towards midnight
I set off with him across the mountains.

At dawn I reached the Austrian frontier, and that
evening, after a tramp of eighteen hours, I reached the
charming Tyrolese town of Kufstein.

No more Gestapo, I said to myself. Austria is free,
and Hitler is powerless in this little German-speaking
republic.

For a long time we had had a printing-works in
Vienna, and a clandestine organization for sending
pamphlets over the frontier. I felt I would be able to
do something in this country. I hoped to gain the
confidence of Chancellor Dollfuss, participate in his
struggle, help him with my long experience.

As though with a premonition of the future, I called
my new paper The Black Transmitter. I wrote three
pamphlets, of which thousands of copies were sent to
Berlin, How Long Will Hitler Last?, The Second Revolution
is in Progress, and Marxism is Dead, Socialism Still Lives.

But I had counted without Steinhausl, the Vienna
chief of police, who was an agent of the Gestapo's and
in Hitler's pay.

The Austrian Nazis, in the pay of Berlin, had
already started a campaign of terrorism. Bombs ex-
ploded, tear gas was let loose in theatres and cinemas,
Jewish shops were pillaged and trains were wrecked.

The chief of police worked his men to death, but all
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